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And the wind hallow the standing stones and the cities.

Be like the thoroughbred

To take this gate

And come at last to fertile Avalon,
Where real the perfect summer sleep of heaven
And real the headlong motions of delight.
O ragged people on the human promontories,
You shall be led through howling vortices

By a star home,

And the doors shall open, and fires be in all the rooms,
O my refugees.

Simple from dustbowl of despair

To hail Dorados of desire,

The golden-spired absurd metropolis

Shimmering in its sea-frame of glass,

The oh's and ah's of love, the oranges;

Simple to uncross stars and muffle wrong

Like Lenten statues.

O mayfly, flighty, immoderate, your mood
Dances like Blondin on a single wire

Of extravagant blood.

*I am happy/ he cries. 'Suckled where vast streams
rise,

And born to straighten hills. *
But the shires are eaten with shadow and the whites of

eyes
See the long echoes explode as ironies.

The sad dew falls,
Brightness dissolves in the air.

The night is numinous

And the power whispers:
4 Oh, all your days are lustreless

And time unfair. *